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BROMLEY MELMOT. 
(Continued from page 50.) 

MELMOT could with difficulty 
suppress a smile at the oddity of Mr. 
Harley’s manner, but withdrew alon 
with Percival, who, with much kind- 
ness, conducted him to his dressing- 
room ; and, addressing him in a friend- 
ly manner, said, *“ Now tell me, 
frankly, Melmot, do you not think you 
are come amonga set of strange beings? 
However, I will spare your blushes on 
the occasion ; and, as I believe it will 
be your fate to spend much of your 
time among us, I will fairly give you a 
family picture, which consists of the 
group you saw assembled at breakfast. 
Under that mask of severity and ab- 
ruptness, which you have had a speci- 
men of, my father conceals a heart that 
would do honour to his sex, were its 
secret recesses explored ; but he flies 
from public admiration with as much 
care as a young fellow with a good 
stock of vanity would seek it; and is 
never so happy as when he can heap 
good upon a person unexpectedly, 
without their knowing from what 
source it proceeds. I should not won- 
der if you yourself experience some of 
this. But recollect that, however wise 
my intelligence may have made you, 
the least appearance of consciousness 
will lose you his favour for ever. 
*¢ The next character to be brought on 
the a is my sage, sentimental sis- 
ter, Jemima. She ig, you perceive, 
plain in her person, Sensible, and ac- 














reason, my father’s favourite, has been 
indulged in whatever her fancy led her 
to desire. Agreeable to this, reading 
is her only delight ; and the romances 
she devours with such insatiable avidi- 


§ || ty, instead of proving wholesome’ nu- 


triment, fly to her head, and fill it with 
such pernicious vapours, that, really, I 
fear, in time, her brain will be injured. 
Men are her aversion, having never 
met with one in her life who answers, 
the description daily given in her fa- 
vourite productions ; and I much fear, 
through an unhappy perversion of rea- 
son, no man will ever be blest with one 
whose heart is, in reality, the Seat of 
every affectionate sentiment. As to 
my little Marianne, she is every thing 
by turns, and nothing long. The men 
adore her for her wit, and her gaite de 
ceur; but she discards more lovers 
than would fill an ambassador’s train ; 
and her fame has spread so far, that the 
beaux of the present and last century 
pay the most insidious court to me, 
merely for the sake of my pretty sis- 
ter. Nay, it was but yesterday that 
Major Mountmorris was dismissed in 
a huff, for only treading on the foot of 
Bijoux.” Melmot laughed heartily at 
Percival’s pleasantry ; and seeing he 
had concluded, said—“ And pray, sir, 
why should the piece be ungraced by 
your portrait?” Qh,” replied Per- 
cival gaily, * that can hardly be drawn ; 
for I am, in fact, but a half finished 
soul. I can, as you see, be very en- 
tertaining when I take the pains. But, 
really, it is so unfashionable to endure 
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meet a being for whom I think it worth 
while to put myself out of the way. In 
truth, I dont think I have talked so 
much for this week past as I have done 
this morning.” Melmot, who was 
not deficient in understanding, or the 
retort courteous, thanked him for the 
compliment ; adding, that, as he feared 
too much exertion might be attended 
with fatal consequences, he would res 
turn home.” ‘¢ But, my dear fellow,” 
cried Percival, “you know my father 
said I was to shew you the town; and 
we dine to day at three o’clock, in con- 
sequence of a party to the play, which 
has been made this week.” ‘* No, no,” 
replied Melmot ; “the letter you re- 
ceived this morning, contains an en- 
gagement of a more interesting nature 
for you; and I can very well amuse 
myself at the hotel till dinner time, 
when I will certainly obey your father’s 
command.” ‘ Very well,” said Perci- 
cival, with a sigh; ‘do as you please. 
I have an opportunity ; so return to 
your hotel, where I will call on you, 
and we will parade the city for an hour 
or two.” They then wished each other 
a good morning; and as Melmot paced 
the crowded streets, he could not but 
reflect, how different people may be 
found, upon acquaintance, from what 
their first appearance seems to pro- 
mise; as this young man, apparently 
so full of apathy, and so insensible, 
was, in reality, possessed of a fund of 
humour and intelligence ; and Melmot 
found himself almost insensibly at- 
tracted to esteem the whole family. 
( To be continued, ) 
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EUGENIO CLAIRMONT. 
An Original Tale. 
( Concluded from page 51.) 

The notes which Eugenio had given 
Demar, at length became due—he was 
unable to discharge them, was arrested 
at the suit of his false friend, and not 
till all his property was consumed in 
the payment, was he liberated. Driven 
from his paternal abode, after a fruit- 
less search for the villain who had de- 


ceived him, he tied up his all in a 
handkerchief, and walked from New- 
York, his residence, to Philadelphia, 





Distraction had already seized him, 
and still as he requested employment in 
counting houses and public offices, his 
frenzied air, his hurried and impetuous 
motions forbade his admission. He ap- 
plied to many booksellers with poems 
of no inferior genius and taste which 
he had composed in his happier days. 
But, alas! Philadelphia is not the hot- 
bed of native genius; its fostering care 
is applied to trans-atlantic productions 
only. He was now driven from his 
lodging, and his few clothes that re- 
mained were reserved for payment of 
what he owed. Suicide now seemed 
his only refuge—he wished “ To soft- 
ly lie and sweetly sleep—Low in the 
ground.” But his excellent education, 
and his yet strong, though impaired 
judgment prevented his thus sealing 
his everlasting perdition. Hunger at 
length overcame his pride—he con- 
descended to beg, but was. generally 
repulsed under the opinion of his being 
able to work. Two wet, uncomfortable 
days he wandered through the streets, 
soliciting either food or employment, 
consumed by famine, quenching his 
thirst at the pumps in the street, and 
lying at night beneath the covert of 
some friendly porch. Chance threw 
him in the way of old Sarah, who had 
formerly been a slave of his father’s, 
and emancipated by him, on the death 
of his parents. The hidden seeds ot a 
fever already germinating in his veins, 
and drying up the sources of life, ter- 
rified at the idea of perishing in the 
streets, he consented to accompany the 
weeping Sarah to her hovel. Five 
days had he shared the fruit of her lit- 


ances of his being better, during which 
time he had written a sketch of his life ; 
other particulars were added by Sarah. 
Peace to thy manes, ill-fated youth !— 
In a corner of St. Peter’s church yard 
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AND LITERARY MISCELLANY. 


ough the yard, I regret that I had 
tt sooner known his worth. Then 
op a tear upon his grave and fly the 
lace, to be devoured by sombre re- 
ctions during the remainder of the 
ye MAGO. 
9 

0N THE IMPORTANCE OF NEWS-PAPERS. 
When I look around me in this vast 
netropolis, and mix in the varied so- 
ieties that compose it. I am clearly 
of opinion, that a newS8-paper ranks 
mong the necessaries of life, and ranks 
o high, that, if we except the mere 
mechanical operations of eating and 
irinking, I scarcely know any thing 
at is so indispensible to the happi- 
ess of my fellow citizens. As a 
question, “* What news?” is second 
nly to “* How do you do?” and, I am 
much mistaken if, on many occasions, 
t does not precede even now, and 
ereafter, in all probability, it will is- 
sue at the first opening of the lips. It 
is, perhaps, impossible to prove the 
misery that would overshadow such a 
place as Philadelphia, were there no 
news-papers published in it; but my im- 
agination has sometmes suggested to 
me the horrid thought of a supension of 
newspapers for only one week ! Dread- 
fulidea! Intellectual famine! What 
crowds of distressed human beings, 
hurrying from place to place, asking 
and beseeching one another, “ for the 
love of mercy,” to supply one little bit 
of intelligence to cool the parched 
tongue of communication. One anec- 
dote, ever so meagre and barren, just 
to keep the life and soul of conversa- 
tion together, or one marriage or death, 
or even the least suspicion, hint, con- 
jecture, or surmise, to employ the 
magnifying powers of imagination and 
prevent the dreadful necessity of seek- 
ing for what we know we cannot find— 
resources within ourselves. We may 
ly, be supplied with news 
any.other channels ; but how 
lame, how imperfect, how unsatisfac- 
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tion, for which we are indebted to edi- 
tors and collectors of paragraphs. In- 
sensible and ungrateful persons can 
only count the value of a blessing from 
the loss of it; but if ever the time 
comes that the propagation of news is 
suspended, they will learn to prize the 
abilities of those geniuses who furnish 
the news of the day with the appropri- 
ate imagery; give a brilliancy to an 
accidental fire ; break the neck of a la- 
bourer with grace, and even clothe the 
gallows in heroics—men whose reports 
transcend even facts in point of enter- 
tainment, and whose hints and sur- 
mises are to the thirsty readers 


— —‘ Confirmation strong, 
** As proofs of holy writ.” 


( To be continued. ) 
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Fragment of a Letter from a Mother to her 
Daughter. 


In all conditions of life, a woman has need to 
please ; it is her only medium of authority, and 
even of defence. -She must lead the will of 
others, in order to enjoy her own; she must 
reign, lest she be forced to obey. Indeed, 
while some restrain all this within the limits of 
what is really necessary, others stretch it to 
what is superfluous. But, she who goes the fuir-* 
thest in this way, bas no other object than that 
of embellishing the circle of her existence ; 
she who desires admiration, seeks rather to 
extend it. The one wishes to be preferred by 
all who know her ; the primary object of the 
other is to be known. The first makes those 
who surround her the objects of her attentions ; 
the second rarely regards them but as the 
means of propagating her reputation. In a word, 
if the one makes a little too much use of the 
advantages afforded her by her sex, the other 
exceeds all bounds. In my time, however, it 
was a sufficiently agreeable condition in life, to 
be an amiable woman. She was known precisely 
on that account which it was desirable to know 
her; people did not quote her sayings, but 
they loved her conversation. As she was too 








tory, how deficient in all those little 
circumstances of detail and descrip- 


much distinguished to be resembled by others, 
and too inartificial not to be always the same, 
‘She was never left but with a desire to be seen 
again. The pleasure of her company, always 
expected, and never foreknown, gave to her in- 
tercourse that agreeableness which charms, 
rand that novelty which attracts. Ease gave the 
grace, and a ceytain restraint the value. 


——e + oo 
It. was said of a certain physician, that he 


could not prescribe even for himself without 4 fee, 
and therefore, when unwell, Ae toot a few dol- 





lars out of one pocket, and put it in the other! 
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Each timid flow’r that shrunk before the blast 
Spreads its sweet bosom to the cheering 
__ ‘Pay: 

Bright and more bight its tints reviving glow. 
Its beauteous petals catch the genial gale, 

O’er its soft breast enamour’d zephyrs blow, 
And — new fragrance thro’ the smiling 

vale : 

Thus, dearest Laura, atthy blest return, 

Thy lover’s wither’d peace shall bloom a- 





MARIA’S TOMB. 
Shepherds, in yonder conscious grove, 
We'll mourn the dear, departed maid, 
Who, early torn from life and love, 
Now sleeps beneath the waving shade. gain; 


Where, sainted spirit, art thou flown?. 
To what far regions of the blest ? 
Where the sad soul forgets to groan, 
And where the weary are at rest. 
To bow’rs of bliss, beyond the sky, 
Beloved speeds thy airy flight ? 
Where rapture rises to a sigh, 
And all is transport and delight. 


These eyes shall cease to weep, this heart to 
mourn, 


If love and steadfast truth reward my pain. 





PEACE. 
As when the furious winds are hush’d to rest, 
And the soft zephyrs o’er the meadow 


a l od blows : 

et still for thee our waitings flow, No wave deforms the river’s polish’d breast, 
And still for thee the tear is shed, But calm and peaceful through the vale it 

In all the luxury of woe, flows. 


In haunts where thou hast often stray’d : But when dark clouds deform the azure skies 
Where oft with pious hands we bring, Red lightnings glance, hoarse thunder ' 
At op’ning morn, “ty pons rh dhatec Ai e poles 
Each flow’r that swells the lap of Sprin + dan? % ‘ , 
Todeck the sed:that weats thy a And en rage; the heaving billows 
O ! while the blushing rose we strew, : 


And with its leaves the cypress twine While ruin sits on ev’ry wave that rolls : 
; : : 
Lean’st thou, blest shade, from heaven to view No longer in their wonted bounds confin’d, 


9 4 e 
The incense offer’d at thy shrine ? The Pon ne erwhelming, fierce, destruction 
gy ned cay Pg bef ary oe So when mild Peace dwells in the human mind, 
To hover round the blooming sod, . A sweet complaisance through the frame is 


Wet with tl shed 
oS With the Seats teue Severs pour But when the storms of fierce contention rise, 
If, haply, riding on the beam, 


Thy spirit should those offerings see, eer “ane top aoe 
Accept the tokens of esteem, , 


A tribute due to love and thee. 6. 
THE WREATH. 


itd The wreath you wove, the wreath you wove 
ae : Is fair—but oh, how fair, 

O, mother, mother! Cupid cry’d, - If Pity’s hand had stol’n from Love 

When first my downy beard he spied, One leaf to mingle there ? 


** Behold that youth, how fair and young ! 
My bow must not remain unstrung ; 

I long to pierce his tender peart, 

And see him writhe in pleasing smart, 
For hence, perhaps, he may despise 

My arrows, and your lovely eyes.” 

** Haste, my urchin, do your duty, 

Your arrow dipt in blood of beauty, 

Send it with unerring aim, 


If every rose with gold were tied, 
Did gems for dew-drops fall, 

One faded leaf, where Love had sigh’d, 
Were sweetly worth them all ! 

The wreath you wove, the wreath you wove, 

_ Our emblem well may be ; 

Its bloom is yours, but hopeless love, 

Must keep its tears for me. 





And gently raise the latent flame.” — 

He bent his bow, and twang’d the string, ee 4 ; + dye 
The arrow miss’d; I heard it sing ; Gaily I scal’d he hilt vi itt 
I turn’d and saw him blush for shame, we Sarna Bead 5: taeda 


Nor e’er did cloud of care, or strife, 


Because in haste he miss’d his aim. The,smiling prospect dim. 


I laugh’d to scorn the urchin child ; 


















. <9 19 As thus I journey’d careless, free, 
#is ‘mother wip’d ry bbash gad -_ dy * «Tis view that ‘Death should think on me, 
And while I laugh’d, a well aim’d dart, Who n chousht of hitn 
Pierc’d, twisting, thro’ my very heart. sacyrthersn.. — 
—+ eo PuiLapELPHIA—Published » Price 
TO MISS $ , thirty-seven and an half cents per qua ayable 
On her return to the city. in advance, by T.G.Conpre, No,22,Carter’s al- 
As when the desolating storm is past, ley, opposite Mr. Girard’s Bank--Where a Let- 


The sun relumes the darken’d face of day, |} ren Box is placed for literary communications 
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